- Ryder Praltshiag 
BEM Dox 3406 
—— Gondon, WOrd 399 


i ene 


The 


Copyright @ Ryder Publishing 1989 


a, 
Pear 
age \ 
ay 


THE SLAVERY PROJECT 


INDEX 
Page 
1 Dr Logan's Suggestion 1 
2 The Girls Prepare Themselves 8 
3 The Students‘ Request 11 
4 The Making of the Slaves 17 
5 The Commitment 21 
6 The Meeting 25 
7 The Interview 27 
8 The Auction 31 
9 Tom's Reaction 36 
10 The Final Test 39 


Printed and published by 
RYDER PUBLISHING 
BCM/Box 3406 

London WC1N 3XX 


Copyright © RYDER PUBLISHING 1990 


ISBN 1 871540 06 2 


ONE 


“It's like trying to study life on Mars without a 
telescope," Natalie complained. “We are supposed to 
gain some deep philosophical insight into the motiva- 
tions of the people - for and against - who were 
involved in a slave-owning society. How can we 
understand when it is so completely alien to us?" 


There was a general murmur of agreement from her 
fellow-students. 


“We started with a lot of preconceived ideas," Roland 
observed. "That's quite inevitable. Ideas such as 
the one that all slave-owners were vicious bastards 
and that all slaves thought of nothing but escape. 
Then we read or hear something that conflicts with 
our ideas and, whether or not we accept it, it makes 
us look again at those ideas, question and attempt to 
analyse them. So far, so good. Analysing is where 
we come unstuck, because we can't get into the minds 
of those people. There is no common ground. As 
Natalie said, the right word for them is alien." 


“So we learn dates and names and events. That isn't 
going to write our theses," 


“Are you suggesting we mount an anthropological 
expedition to somewhere in the world where they still 
own slaves?" 


"They aren't likely to be very hospitable." 
“What, then?" 
“IT don't know." 


“We've got to do something." 


"But what?" 


The students looked at their tutor. He said: "When 
an actor has a difficult role to play, he tries to 
live the part, to create the circumstances in which 
that character existed, to assess the effects of such 
circumstances and environment." 


"You mean we should play-act being slaves and 
owners?" 


"It cannot be play-acting. That is precisely the 
point. Live the part." 


“How?" 


"You will need an isolated place - such as a large 
country estate. It would be a kind of commune, but 
conducted strictly according to the ancient rules. 
The project is to be for a pre-arranged length of 
time and the volunteers, whether they choose to be 
masters or slaves, would not be permitted to leave 
until the expiry of that time." 


"Have you arranged this before, Dr Logan?" Natalie 
asked. 


"Yes. My students found it provided a most remark- 
able insight into the conditions they were attempt- 
ing to comprehend. And, of course, the commitment to 
study demonstrated by involvement in such a project 
is highly regarded in the eventual awarding of 
degrees." 


"You mean that we would volunteer to be masters or 
slaves - could we choose which?" 


"Yes we 


"Wouldn't that lead to a sort of too-many-chiefs-and- 
not-enough- Indians situation?" 


Dr Logan smiled as he shook his head. "That might be 
your first surprising insight into this project. And, 
of course, some of the masters and mistresses - 
possibly only one or two, depending upon our eventual 
numbers -— should be secretly opposed to slavery and 
their activities might or might not become known to 
the others." 


There was silence for a few moments. "Have you 
discussed the project with other groups on _ this 
course, Dr Logan?" Natalie hoped that the fact that, 
she was asking all the questions did not appear to 
indicate a reluctance for the project. In fact, she 
found it strangely intriguing. But naturally no 
decision could be made yet, she assured herself. 


The Doctor replied: "Yes. When students eventually 
come to terms with their inability to understand the 
subject of our study, I have broached the idea. In 
fact, you are the last ones to admit defeat, so the 
others have been considering the project for a few 
days or a few weeks. They were all vowed to secrecy 
so that the idea would not affect your progress until 
you acknowledged that you needed assistance." 


He gathered up his papers. "I will now leave you to 
discuss the suggestion. There is no further need for 
secrecy amongst your fellow-students on this course, 
but, at this early stage, it would be better not to 
discuss it with others." 


"What's the next step, sir?" Roland asked. 


"When you have had time to think it over - a few 


days ~ I will call a meeting of all students on this 
course. Whether or not you wish to. be involved in 
the project, I ask you all to attend this meeting, 
because all views are necessary." 


When their tutor had left the room, the students sat 
in silence for a few moments, each preoccupied by his 
or her own thoughts. Roland was the first to speak. 


“At the Plantation, Natalie, I can order you to strip 
and spread your legs for me any time I want." 


“What makes you think I'll volunteer to be a slave?" 
she asked coldly. 


"You're a natural, Too aggressively liberated, 
You're longing to be thrashed into submission." 


"You won't get your degree with that outdated 
simplistic jargon." 


"Don't be too sure of that. The idea has been around 
a long time. If it had no validity it wouldn't have 
been so long-lived." 


"Not necessarily. It's male wishful thinking and they 
don't like to lose their illusions." 


"Oh, stop it!" another student interrupted irritably. 
“We haven't time to debate Women's Lib now. We're 
talking about slavery - chains and whips and every 
kind of degradation. Is a degree worth that?" 


"And it does amount to that, doesn't it?" Roland said 
thoughtfully. "The great Dr Logan will not be 
pleased if we opt out of his little scheme." 


“Why are we all assuming that we'll be slaves?" 
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Natalie asked. 


"Could you take the responsibility of being the other 
way?" Roland asked. "Knowing that you have to treat 
other human beings abominably?" 


"I can just imagine Dr Logan with a whip," Berenice, 
Natalie's closest friend on the course, said dreamily. 


There was a murmur of protest and someone said: 
"Shut up!" 


“And why are you so afraid to consider that aspect?" 


Natalie went to her friend's defence as usual. “"Lat's 
face it, if we go in for this project - and I'm afraid 
Roland's right, there's not much ‘if! about it - we'll 


be indulging in the ultimate sado-masochistic 
experience. We might as well lie back and enjoy it - 
or bend over and enjoy it, as the case may be." 


“Has anyone here ever had corporal punishment?" 
Roland asked. 


There was a silence. 


"Then how do we know what it's going to be likes” ie 
pursued his question. "If we can take it? Too late 
to find out when we get there - he isn't going to 
let us escape until next term." 


"If then." A gloomy comment from the back row. 


“Don't be ridiculous!" Natalie snapped. "He won't go 
over the top - he's got too much to lose here — but 
he will make things very hard for us while we're 
there. He has to. No point doing it if it's not for 
real." 


"So how are we going to find out how it feels to be 


whipped? Practise on each other?" 


"I suppose we'll have to," Natalie said reluctantly. 
She added on a lighter note: “We might even get to 
like doing it and then we won't have to worry about 
taking it." 


"If he meant it about being a free choice - being 
master or slave." 


"He had to," Roland said positively. "If he told us 
such an obvious lie, we'd never trust him again." 


"Do we trust him now?" 


"We have to, If we want our degrees, we have no 
choice." 


"If he's done this project in previous years, why 
haven't we heard about it?" 


"Not the kind of thing they'd broadcast. Too easily 
misrepresented." 


“Well, what are his motives?" 


"Come off it," Natalie scoffed. “If all he wanted was 
to get his cock up every female student, he wouldn't 
have to arrange this charade to do it. Look, this 
isn't a crafty weekend. This is a major project 
involving forty or more people - think of the 
expense, the administration." 


"A few weeks' slavery to escape a lifetime of 
drudgery," Berenice said. She elaborated: "Without 
degrees, what sort of jobs would we get? Parking 
cars or washing dishes?" 


"Yes, we all know you're in favour of the scheme, 


Berenice," another girl put in. “Can't wait to spread 
your legs for Dr Logan - if you haven't already done 
so. Did he spank you first?" 


“Wouldn't you like to know! Berenice replied cheer- 
fully. 


Natalie, who was in a position to know that her 
friend had never made it with the object of her 
adoration, smiled sweetly. “Let's get the whipping 
experiment arranged. Who is going to thrash whom?" 


"It'll have to be male and female - I mean, doing it 
to each other —- either way." 


"Not necessarily," Natalie observed. “The masters 
will have to have valets, and the mistresses personal 
maids." 


“That's another thing. What will we do all the time? 
Being thrashed and screwed doesn't take all day." 


“Landscape the garden?" Roland suggested. 


“Blackberrying instead of cotton-picking," Berenice 
suggested. "Without any clothes on. How's that for 
a punishment?" 


Natalie was beginning to feel slightly bemused. The 
shy Berenice had never spoken so frankly before. She 
looked at her friend quizzically. Berenice's anima- 
tion was obvious. This was the girl who had loyally 
supported Natalie's militant campaigning against any 
imagined affront to their liberty, 


Natalie stood up. "Let's take time to think about it. 
Write down the points you want to raise, the 
questions you want to ask. Next tutorial on Friday." 


"TW 


Later that afternoon, Natalie and Berenice returned 
to the small apartment they shared. In silence, they 
sorted their books and papers. Suddenly Berenice 
said: “Of course I'm enthusiastic about it. It's my 
fantasy coming true. Natty, I don't know why I'm like 
this, I feel guilty about it, but I can't help it." 


"Roland was right, wasn't he?" 
"You mean you feel it too?" 


“Of course I do, why do you. think I've fought so hard 
to conceal it?" 


Berenice sighed happily. “I want a man to take care 
of me. To be my Lord and Master." 


"I'm not sure if I could take it permanently," Natalie 
remarked. "But I want to try it. Trouble is, I get a 
tingling in my crotch thinking about using the whip 
on someone else as well. I can't be both - can I?" 


"Would you like to try it?" Berenice asked. 

"What - on you?" 

"Yes, please!" 

"I can't! Berry, I can*t hurt you!" 

"That's the definition of a sadist," Berenice said. 
"What?" 


"When the masochist begs to be whipped, the true 
sadist refuses to do it." 


Natalie laughed hesitantly, then said seriously: “Let's 


go and talk it over with Dr Logan." 
"Will he still be in College?" 


“Yes, there's a meeting of Heads of Department this 
evening. It should be finishing about eight. He's 
sure to go back to his study before leaving the 
building." 


"Let's wait outside his study! Berenice giggled. 
“Like naughty pupils sent to the Headmaster. Do you 
think we'll get the cane?" 


“We have time to get changed. Have you got any 
suspenders and stockings?" 

“Of course." 

"Carefully hidden away, like mine." Natalie stood on 


a chair to reach the top shelf of a high cupboard. 


Berenice said: “While you're up there, mine's the dark 
green case." 


Natalie came down with the cases. She remarked 
pensively: “Does every woman have a box of disgust- 
ingly sexist garments which she has no intention of 
wearing - " 


“Always hoping that some day she will have cause to 
wear them." Berenice was investigating her own case. 
"Seamed stockings - how on Earth do you keep the 
seams straight?" 


"It's quite easy if your suspender belt is tight 
enough. Haven't you tried it?" 


"I've never even taken them out of the packet. I 
tried to wear this once - " Berenice picked a black 
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lacy basque out of her case " - and it's darned 
uncomfortable." 

"Also impractical. It covers the tits, and if you 
take it off, your stockings fall down.” 

"Oh, yes, of course. We shall have to strip for 
inspection." Berenice shivered, a delicious frisson of 
fear. 


"We'd better hurry. We still have to shower and make 
up as well. Suspenders, stockings - can you wear 
high heels?" 


"Not without falling flat on my face - or my arse." 


"And that'll be too tender to risk! Forget the high 
heels. Bra - so it can be removed. No panties, of 
course. And a very discreet dress on top of all this 
so we don't attract attention on the way there." 


"A dress that can be removed quickly and easily." 


There was a sudden silence. Then Natalie said: "Have 
you gone mad or have [?" 


"We both have." Berenice went towards the bathroom. 
"I'll only be a few minutes. Can you dig out my 
makeup case, I think it's in the kitchen cupboard. Do 
you want to borrow my purple eyeshadow?" 
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"THREE 


It was a warm summer's evening, but a slight breeze 
was gusting as the girls walked through the College 
grounds. Berenice carefully held down her full skirt, 


“Doesn't it feel strange?" 


“Fresh air to the cunt!" Natalie giggled. “Quite 
exciting. Imagine walking around naked." 


"Will we have to?" 
"Probably." 


Exchanging friendly greetings, they passed a group of 
students not on their course. 


“Who are the aliens now?" Berenice murmured. "They 
don't know what we're wearing or where we're going or 
what we're doing. We are already isolated from 
them." 


They entered the building in which Dr Logan's study 
was located. Natalie stopped, breathing heavily as if 
she had been running. 


“I'm scared. What the hell are we doing?" 


“Taking part in a sociological experiment to make 
sure that we get our degrees." Berenice tried to 
calm her friend, shepherding her into the lift and 
then along the corridor. 


She knocked on Dr Logan's door, but he had not yet 
returned. Natalie sank into a nearby chair. “I can't 
go through with this!" 


"You'll hate yourself if you chicken out now." 


Natalie was still gasping for air. “We have come 
here to ask a man to whip us and fuck us." 


“If you were a real slave, you'd be sold to a total 
stranger who had the power of life and death over 
you. Dr Logan will never have that sort of power 
over us. He can make our bottoms smart and our 
cunts sore, that's all." 


"] cant = 


"Well, then, quit the course. Get a job as a waitress 
- the customers aren't allowed to touch you, but you 
serve them, so how can you call that freedom?" 


Natalie nodded slowly, but said nothing. 


"Every menial job is a form of slavery," Berenice went 
on. “Either serving customers or keeping house for a 
husband. When we get our degrees, we'll never be 
expected to do menial work, but we should know how 
our subordinates feel. This project will be a mind- 
broadening experience." 


"Mind-bending, more likely." 
“Are you afraid you'll get to like it?" 


They heard the unusual sound of footsteps coming up 
the stairs, and they knew that Dr Logan rarely took 
the lift to his second-floor study. Natalie stood up 
hastily. 


"Good evening Berenice, Natalie." He noted that his 
usually denim-jeans-clad students were both wearing 
elegantly simple and obviously expensive dresses. 


Both girls opened their mouths as if to speak, but no 


sound came. 


Dr Logan unlocked his door. “Come in." He ushered 
them into his study and closed the door. He seated 
himself behind his desk and looked at the girls 
standing before him. They said nothing. 


"At this stage I cannot help you," he said quietly. 
“I am not yet your Master. You have to tell me why 
you have come here." 


“The project - “ Natalie began. 


“We want to know how it feels - “ Berenice also 
could not complete her words. 


Dr Logan said: “Lift your skirts." When neither 
moved, he added: "I do not repeat my orders." 


Both girls raised their skirts, exposing the deliber- 
ately seductive underwear and their unclothed sexual 
area. Berenice smiled in excitement and moved her 
legs wider. Natalie, blushing hotly, bowed her head. 


"Turn around and raise the backs of your skirts." 


This time they obeyed without hesitation. He gazed 
in satisfaction at the four unmarked pale pink orbs. 


"I prefer white slaves," he remarked. “The stripes 
show far better." Berenice murmured in excitement, 
Natalie gasped. 


There was a hesitant knock at the door, 


“Lower your skirts and sit down," Logan ordered. 
Then he called: “Enter.” 


Roland peered apprehensively round the door, saw the 
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girls and said: "Oh!" 
“Come in and close the door." 
"tes, sir.” 


Roland cleared his throat, stood almost to attention 
and said: "It's not important, sir, it can wait." 


"I think you have come with the same query." 


"I'm confused, sir. I don't know whether I'm a master 
or a slave." 


“Then we shall explore the question. At my house. 
Go down to the parking-lot. Do you know my car?" 


“Yes, sir.” 
“Wait for me there." 


The three students left the building and walked 
across the courtyard in silence. They quickly located 
Dr Logan's Jaguar. 


Natalie said: “It's strange, I feel we've got the worst 
over." 


"Yes," Berenice agreed. "No more decisions, no more 
embarrassment." 


"No more responsibility." Natalie sighed, but it was 
unlike her earlier frightened gasping for air. "The 
freedom of slavery. And | couldn't understand what 
he meant." 


Roland surveyed them both, "You're painted like 
whores." 


Natalie smiled sweetly. "We're going to be whores." 


“Bet you've got no knickers on." 


“Of course not. Slavegirls must be instantly avail- 
able at all times." 


"You realise that, if I'm a master, that means avail- 
able to me." 


“But you're not a master, are you, Roland? If you 
were, you'd be sure of it." 


He did not reply. There was silence for a few 
moments. 


"Is he ivin us time to chicken out?" Berenice 
g ra 
wondered. 


“Surely not," Natalie objected. "He knows we're 
totally committed now." 


They waited with varying degrees of impatience. Dr 
Logan at last appeared. Roland hurried towards him. 


“May I carry your briefcase, sir?" 


“No. The University will know about this project only 
when all details are settled and we are ready to go." 
He glanced at each of them. "Do you understand the 
reason for that?" 


Natalie said: "They couldn't legally stop us. No-one 
could talk us out of it." 


"Do we have to understand?" Berenice asked. "We 
simply obey." 


"Of course you obey without question. But, so that 
you may derive full benefit from this project, certain 
things have to be clarified. I am not giving you a 
reason why you should obey, there is no need for 


that." He entered the car and Roland automatically 
took the front passenger seat; the girls got in the 
back. There were few cars still at the College, so 
they were soon out of the park and on the main road. 


"You have to pledge yourselves without any outside 
influence, for or against," Dr Logan told them. "You 
make your own decision. The events of tonight are 
an exploration. You are not yet ready for commit- 
ment." 


In the driving-mirror, he saw the girls’ expressions, 
They would soon learn that there was 4 lot more to 
slavery than offering him their bodies. He would own 
their minds also, and that would not be a temporary 
project. 


FOUR 


The students were not surprised that Dr Logan lived 
in a large house in the best part of town. Nor were 
they surprised to meet his pretty housemaid. 


“Have any of you eaten since lunchtime?" Logan asked 
his students. 


They shook their heads. 

"Salad, Deborah," Logan ordered. 

"Yes, Master." The maid hurried away. 

I want to call him Master, Berenice thought. 
Logan led the way into a sitting-room. 
“Bourbon,” he ordered. 


"Yes, Master." Berenice happily located the drinks 
cupboard and attended to her Master's wishes. 


The maid served a deliberately light meal, which was 
consumed in near-silence. Afterwards they returned 
to the sitting-room. Logan ordered his students one 
by one to the bathroom. When they had all returned 
and Deborah had come in after clearing away in the 
dining-room, he said: “Presumably you have not even 
seen a cane." 


At a nod from her Master, Deborah, who had changed 
from her demure maidservant's uniform to an attrac- 
tive summer dress, opened a large wall-cupboard. The 
students crowded around, gazing in awe at the selec- 
tion of instruments of punishment displayed. 


“Name them," Logan ordered. He indicated one. 
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"A riding-whip or riding-crop," Natalie said. 
“Correct. Have you ever ridden a horse?" 


"No - Master." A very slight hesitation, then the 
acknowledgment of her position came easily. 


“And this?" 

"Is it a tawse?" Berenice asked hesitantly. 
"Yes." 

"I've never seen leather so thick." 


Logan handed the tawse to her and she gasped at its 
weight. She flexed the two broad leather tongues and 
shivered, imagining the crack as they curled around 
her naked bottom. 


“Master - " 
"Yes, Berenice?" 


Clutching the tawse, Berenice stared at him. "Master, 
please whip me!" 


Logan smiled at her. "I will, Berenice. I will show 
you the delights of slavery." He took the tawse from 
her and she fell to her knees at his feet, He 


indicated another item. "And this?" 


"It's a paddle," Roland said. His voice was at an 
unusual pitch. His eyes met Logan's, then the 
younger man looked down. "I didn't want to talk 
about it - it's so embarrassing." 


"Tell me," Logan invited quietly. There might have 
been no-one else in the room. 


Roland's words came out in a rush: “I was about ten 


or eleven, I was staying with my grandparents. They 
had a farm. I'd always lived in the city - this was 
so exciting and I didn't take much notice of the 
safety rules. My grandmother said that the only way 
youngsters learned was through the backside. She had 
this paddle hanging on the kitchen wall - I didn't 
even know what it was. She told me to take my pants 
down. Then she put me over her knee. It hurt. I 
didn't want to yell, but I did." He paused. 


"And then?" Logan prompted. 


“She made me promise to do what I was told in 
future." Roland gulped. "Yes, there is more, I 
wanted her to do it again. It hurt real bad but I 
wanted it. I thought about lying over her knee - I 
could feel the warmth of her legs through her dress." 
He took another deep breath. "I deliberately dis- 
obeyed, but it didn't work. They sent me home. 1 
couldn't talk to anyone - I've never told anyone 
about it until now." At last he looked up. “Of 
course you knew all along I'm not a master. I was 
only fooling myself." 


"Take the paddle, Natalie. Sit there." Logan indica- 
ted a chair without arms. She obeyed. 


"Continue," he said to Natalie, and waited. He 
allowed Berenice to stay on her knees, but made her 
turn to watch. 


Natalie looked at the paddle, then at Roland. “Come 
here! she ordered imperiously. He stepped forward. 
She smiled maliciously. “So you only learn through 
the backside. Well, I'm going to teach you a lesson. 
Take your pants down." He began fumbling at his 


waistband. Deborah discreetly slipped a thick towel 
over Natalie's knee, 


"Come along, Roland. Slaves are allowed no modesty." 


He exposed himself. His cock shrank limply in morti- 
fication. He bent over, then placed his weight on 
Natalie's knee, wriggling into position. The stimula- 
tion of the unusually rough towel made him gasp and 
his organ stirred in response. 


Natalie took aim, then brought the paddle down hard. 
Leather contacted flesh with a smart crack, Roland 
yelped and Berenice gasped. Natalie gazed at the red 
patch which was suddenly appearing on the young 
man’s white buttocks. Next she would aim slightly 
lower down. But there was no hurry. They had time 
to savour each stroke. She concentrated on reddening 
the whole area of Roland's posterior, then suddenly 
realised that her arm was aching agonisingly. And 
Roland was twitching uncontrollably; it was quite 
obvious what was happening to him. Natalie waited 
until his movement had ceased. 


"Get up. And remove that disgusting towel." 
"I'm sorry, Mistress - I couldn't help it - " 
Mistress? 


Natalie walked over to the cupboard and replaced the 
paddle. Then she turned to Logan. With a carefully- 
rehearsed gesture, she pulled the front zip and shed 
her dress. 


"IT am a slave, not a mistress," she said. Then she, 
too, knelt before the Master. 
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FIVE 


Logan looked down in satisfaction at the two kneeling 
girls. He had been standing by the cupboard; now he 
walked to a chair and sat. 


“Stand up, both of you, Berenice, remove your dress." 


She obeyed hastily. Both were wearing tight 
brassiéres, instruments of torture which forced their 
breasts high and thrust them forward. 


“Berenice, come here. Remove your bra." 


He fondled her breasts, then his fingers probed her 
cunt, She moved her body forward, legs wider apart, 
eagerly making herself totally available to him. 


He gestured for her to step back, then beckoned 
Natalie forward and subjected her to the same 
intimate examination. She flinched involuntarily, 
then forced herself to submit to his inspection. 


They both acknowledged that they were his slaves, but 
part of Natalie's mind was still fighting against 
what she saw as the humiliation of being owned. Yet 
she was intelligent enough to recognise her true 
status, There were plenty of foolish girls who 
rebelled and could only be tamed by whips and chains 
and fear. Natalie's struggle was against herself, not 
against her Master. 


“Bring the riding-crop," he ordered her. She obeyed 
and knelt to present it to him. 


"Bend over the arm of the settee." 


She positioned herself and he brought the whip 
swishing down across her exposed and elevated 


bottom. Natalie screamed. 


The first stripe of slavery. And for her it had to 
be a hard initiation, 


Gradually he increased the force of his strokes, 
building up a network of lines across her buttocks, 
the redness spreading to cover the whole area of her 
punishment. She was sobbing and swearing. “I hate 
you - you bastard - let me go!" 


He lowered the whip and stepped back. "Get up," he 
ordered curtly. She turned to face him, amazement on 
her tearstained face. 


“Please, Master, I didn't mean it - I'm not a proper 
slave yet - " 

He waited. 

“Please - give me another chance - if you whip me 
hard enough, I can let go - I want to be your slave 


- Master, hurt me!" 
“Resume the position." 


She fell back across the settee. The next cut of the 
whip brought the first speck of blood. He continued 
the beating, expertly judging the force of each 
stroke, to cut but not too deeply. Yet she would 
bear the marks of this flogging all her life. The 
slave was worthy of her initiation. She was hard 
won, but she was now his property. 


Afterwards he let her lie where she was. Berenice 
had been crying in sympathy, but she smiled happily 
when her Master ordered her to bring the tawse, then 
to bend over a big armchair. 
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The tawse would not cut her, but the heavy leather 
stung severely. The bruising strokes made her writhe 
in pain, screaming, waving her arms and legs wildly. 
But she, too, made no attempt to escape from the 
position in which her Master had ordered her to place 
herself. 


He paused in the thrashing. "Have you had enough, 
slave?" 


"No - no - please, Master - whip me - oh!" 


He smiled and swung the tawse again. Her bottom and 
the tops of her thighs were already purple with 
bruises and she was begging for more punishment, for 
the extremes of agony which consolidated her devotion 
to him, integrating all the facets of respect, fear, 
love, pain and obedience into the totality that was 
known by one simple word - Slavery. 


Dr Logan led his two new slavegirls upstairs whilst 
Deborah put Roland into some complicated bondage to 
keep him happy until it was time to go home. [t was 
necessary for the project that the Master should have 
a loyal male siave, but this boy was too immature to 
be suitable. However, it had been a useful evening 
and Dr Logan had gained two valuable female slaves. 


He took Berenice first, treating her hard and rough 
and she was crying in pain as well as delight when 
fierce spurts of semen exploded from his thrusting 
penis into her hot, eager cunt, and he lay on top of 
her, groaning in sensual fervour. 


Natalie took her place on the bed, raising her legs 
high and wide, invitingly displaying another cunt 
which he owned. Logan rested for a few minutes, 
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savouring the spectacle of the slave waiting 
passively to serve him and the other girl lying 
exhausted on the floor, gazing at him adoringly. 


He had decided that Natalie was probably the more 
sexually experienced of the two, so she would be 
better able to withstand the long hard grind of a 
fucking too soon after he had satisfied himself so 
completely with the first slavegirl. Pain and 
pleasure were inextricably united in all aspects of 
their enslavement to him, and she was dry and sore 
long before the gratifying friction of her orifice 
induced his second lubrication. 


That night, both slavegirls slept on the floor of 
their Master's bedroom. He drove all three slaves 
back to College the following morning, then went to 
make the final administrative arrangements for his 
yearly project. 
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Six 


The meeting was to be held in a small lecture-hall. 
Long before the appointed time, a noisy crowd had 
gathered. It seemed that the students had obeyed Dr 
Logan's injunction not to discuss the Project with 
outsiders, but opinion within the course was sharply 
divided, though the assurance that every participant 
had a free choice of dominant or submissive role had 
robbed the anti-Project faction of their best weapon, 
allegations concerning possible ulterior motives of 
their tutor. 


It seemed that Dr Logan had very little to do. The 
students were sufficiently pragmatic to accept that 
failure to support the Project would count against 
them in the awarding of degrees. Like the botany 
course who knew they could not dodge too many field 
trips, it was agreed, with varying degrees of 
enthusiasm, that they would all attend. 


"It feels like inertia selling!" Natalie murmured. She 
and Berenice were sitting at the side of the 
speaker's dais with Roland, who still considered 
himself one of the founders of the Project, and a 
mature student named Thomas ("Call me Uncle Tom," he 
had joked.) 


"That's how most things happen in this world," Tom 
reminded her. "It's known as the herd mentality 
because we cannot publicly call it by its true name, 
the slave mentality." 


"But University students should be more aware! 


"They are. A lot of them know what they want. But 
they feel some reluctance to acknowledge it at this 


stage. If the antis looked like winning, there'd be 
much more vocal support for the Project." 


Concluding the meeting, Dr Logan announced that his 
four assistants, whom he now designated Executive 
Committee, would interview each student individually, 
to take note of special talents, preferences, etc. 


“One of the University nurses will, of course, be 
accompanying us. She informs me that, according to 
your medical records, none of you are physically or 
mentally unfit for involvement in the Project. Those 
of you on medication will bring an adequate supply 
and will be reminded to take it when appropriate." 


On that reassuringly practical note, Dr Logan left the 
room and a hubbub naturally arose. Natalie mounted 
the speaker's rostrum and Tom bellowed for quiet. 
When she could be heard, Natalie said: "the Executive 
Committee will allocate half an hour to each inter- 
viewee. There is a notice on the board giving names 
and times, commencing at eight o'clock tomorrow morn- 
ing - you will attend punctually." 


"I'm going away for the weekend!" a female student 
objected, 


"Gillian." Natalie glanced at her list. "“Two-thirty. 
Are you a slave or a mistress?" 


"A mistress." 
"When are you leaving?" 
“Tomorrow morning." 


“Right, we'll see you at 7.30 a.m. Don't be late." 
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SEVEN 


The four Committee members sat behind a large desk, 
on which, as well as the usual writing equipment and 
refreshment, there reposed a cane. 


Gillian was punctual. Berenice, as the Executive 
Committee's Secretary, noted the routine details of 
home address, next of kin and, in this case, 
vegetarian diet. 


“What aspect of the Project do you find most attrac- 
tive?" Natalie asked. 


"Having servants to wait on me." 


“Supposing they are not as attentive or obedient as 
you require. How will you deal with that?" 


“I'll appoint an overseer to thrash them." 
“Why not wield the whip yourself?" 
“I don't know how." 


"Then you'll have to get some practice," Natalie 
decreed. “Roland.” 


Bowing, Roland presented the cane to a _ startled 
Gillian. Then he bent over a chair, lowering his 
trousers to display the area to receive punishment. 
The marks of the paddle - if there had been any 
residual wealing after the fading of the impact 
reddening - had vanished. 


Gillian hesitated. 
"You can't chicken out now," Natalie encourazed her. 


"I can't = I don"t = ™ 


“Hold the crooked end, apply the other end. Surely 
you can work that out.” 


Trying to overcome her discomfiture, Gillian remem- 
bered that she was a dominant. 


“Less of your impertinence, or I'll thrash you 
instead!" 


“All right! Move over, Roland!" Natalie took his 
place bending over the chair. She lifted her skirt 
and Gillian screamed at the spectacular sight of the 
red and purple weals. 


“Whip me, Mistress™ But Natalie was laughing, teas- 
ing her. “I deserve to be punished - I was rude to 
you!" 

Nervously Gillian raised the cane, looked at it as if 
she could not understand how it came to be in her 
hand, looked again at the marks of punishment which 
the slavegirl was so proudly displaying, dropped the 
cane and covered her face with her hands. She shook 
with silent sobs. Then she looked up and turned to 
Tom, the oldest person present, as if appealing to an 
authority-figure. “I don't understand!" she blurted. 


“Pick up the cane and hand it to me." 
Numbly, she obeyed him. 

He said: "Now tell me what you want." 
"I don't know!" 


Desperately she looked around. There was no help for 
her. She took a deep breath and made a visible 
effort to stop shaking. 
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“I suppose I'm not really dominant." 
“Continue.” 
"But - you're a slave too." 


“As overseer, I have the Master's authority to thrash 
any slave who needs discipline." 


Gillian stared at him. "I'm afraid of being hurt. I 
don't have the courage to whip anyone - but I'm 
scared of being a slave." 


"Being slaves, we are free from all fears,” Berenice 
said. "The Master protects us." 


“How do you know that you can trust him?" 


"Because he is not afraid to take the responsibility 
of having so many lives under his control. A respon- 
sibility which you could not contemplate,” Berenice 
reminded her. 


"I didn't believe, at first," Gillian said slowly, "that 
this Project really was intended to help us under- 
stand. But I've learned so much already. In a way, a 


slave is more free than a master." She faltered. 
"And I'm still afraid of the pain! Tom, please - 
initiate me into slavery. You're a slave too - you 


can understand - " 


He made no reply. She was asking him to treat her 
gently because he knew the pain of the whip. But 
none of them, not even Berenice and Natalie, were yet 
sufficiently advanced to accept that no-one could be 
consummately accomplished as a master unless he had 
experienced the alternative. That was not a matter 
to be discussed with neophytes. 
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"Strip," Tom ordered sharply. 


She hesitated for only a moment, then hastily flung 
off her clothes. He probed her intimately as if he 
were @ prospective purchaser looking for faults. She 
was sobbing in humiliation. 


"We are going to have a slave-auction when the 
Project starts, aren't we?" Natalie asked hopefully. 


“Of course," Tom assured her. 


She went on dreamily: "Standing on an auction-block - 
naked - " 


"I can't go through with it! Gillan gasped. 


Tom slapped her face hard. “You have no choice," he 
told her. “Now, bend over that chair." 


Shocked into obedience by his sudden change in atti- 
tude. Gillian positioned herself. Tom flicked the 
cane across her buttocks, a light but stinging stroke. 
As the beating proceeded, she screamed and howied 
and pleaded for mercy, but she already knew that she 
dared not attempt escape. 


Natalie watched speculatively. Tom was well accom- 
plished in his duties as overseer. She wondered how 
it would feel to be whipped by a man who was also a 
slave. 
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EB IGH 


The students were aboard a bus which was taking them 
to the location of the Project. Only the driver, Tom, 
knew where they were going. For the rest of them, it 
was truly a journey into the Unknown. 


For some minutes, they had been travelling alongside 
a high stone wall. A heavy iron gate swung open at 
their approach and closed with an ominous clang when 
the bus had entered the grounds. 


Tom halted the bus. “Slavery starts here," he 
announced. "All of you, strip naked and get off the 
bus. Leave all your belongings here." 


It was a hot summer's day, but most of the slaves 
were shivering. The unaccustomed feeling of nudity 
in the open air, combined with the abandonment of all 
evidence of identity, emphasised their new status in 
an undramatic yet explicit manner. 


"Form ai line," Tom ordered. He buckled a_ thick 
leather collar around the neck of each slave, A 
metre of chain attached each collar to the next, 


"Now you will walk up to the house." 


They had expected that he would chivy them along 
with a whip, but he returned to the bus and drove it 
in the direction of the house. Naked and in chains, 
the slaves were alone. They could easily have 
unbuckled their collars, but the thought occurred to 
none of them. They set off on the long walk to the 
house, encumbered by their chains, awkwardly trying 
to adjust to the rhythm of each other's pace. 


Dr Logan and his companions watched from a window as 
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the column trudged up the drive. Two Masters and 
two Mistresses awaited the arrival of their slaves. 


Tom opened the front door and ushered in the 
students. Stop thinking of them as students, he 
reminded himself. They were now human chattels, 
owned by the Master and his friends. 


"This is the first and last time you use the front 
door," he told them. “The servants' entrance is round 
the back. Wait here." He left them in the entrance 
hall and went to inform the Masters and Mistresses 
that the auction could now commence. 


Still chained together, the slaves were lined up in 


the main hall. “Clasp your hands behind your neck," 
Tom ordered them. “And stand with your legs wide 
apart." 


The prospective purchasers moved up and down the 
line, inspecting the slaves from the front and the 
back. 


“This one's got big tits," one of the ladies observed 
to her friend. She tweaked a nipple cruelly and 
Natalie moaned voluptuously. 


The lady laughed. “Did you like that, wench?" 
"Oh, yes, please, Mistress!" 


It had not previously occurred to her that there 
might be equal enravishment in being owned by a lady. 
But, greatly to her disappointment, the ladies 
appeared to have no further interest in the slavegirl 
who was offering her body so ardently for their 
inspection and manipulation. They turned away, their 
attention now attracted by Roland, whose thrill at 
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the humiliation of his present position was such that 
it had brought about an erection. Not daring to move 
from the prescribed position, he stood motionless, a 
deep blush spreading across his features as his 
rampant cock protruded at almost a right-angle from 
his body. The ladies laughed. "We'll have to keep 
this one belted." 


"It might be useful to have another stud for the 
wenches. Slavegirls need plenty of cock to keep them 
working well." 


Now the nearby girls were blushing too. Their 
deliberately-induced shame amused the Mistresses. 


“Oh, I think we'll manage to keep them well-screwed," 
the other gentleman joined in the conversation. "Look 
at this one." He thrust his hand between a 
Slavegirl's thighs and she flinched involuntarily. 


"Hot and wet - even though she's playing modest." He 
slapped the girl's bottom. "Slaves are not allowed to 
be modest. You are always randy, always ready to 
serve your Master. Remember that." 


"Yes, Master," she whispered. 


Tom had been going along the line, painting a number 
on each slave's stomach. Task completed, he waited 
for his Master's signal, then mounted the rostrum and 
banged his gavel to attract attention. 


"Ladies and gentlemen, the auction will now commence. 
Young, healthy slaves in prime condition, all hard- 
working, eager to serve you. In some cases, their 
training has commenced, others are beginners who 
urgently need to be whipped into shape. Lot One!" 
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He detached the chain from Natalie's collar and she 
mounted the auction block. A piece of property, to 
be bought and sold. She gazed with interest at the 
prospective purchasers, one of whom would soon own 
her. A few weeks ago, Logan had enslaved her like a 
prisoner taken in warfare; now he was of fering her 
for sale to the highest bidder. 


"This is one of the partially-trained wenches," the 
auctioneer went on. “Turn round, girl. There you 
are, ladies and gentlemen, how's that for a beauti- 
fully-striped bum? You can recognise the hand of 
the Master in that thrashing!" There was an appre- 
ciative murmur of laughter from his audience. “Turn 


back, girl." Tom cupped one of her breasts in his 
hand. "Quite well-built, two good handfuls here. 
Good thigh muscles - get your legs wider - and a 


well-trained cunt that can tighten on a Master's cock 
to serve him to complete satisfaction. What am I bid 
for this prime piece of slave-flesh?" 


The bidding was brisk, one of the ladies seeming 
especially interested. Dr Logan made no move until 
the bidding had slowed and Tom had raised his gavel. 
Then he made the highest bid. 


The slavegirl cried out in delight. Without being 
given permission to move, she stepped from the block 
and fell on her knees at his feet, kissing his shoes. 


“Having commenced the training of several of these 
wenches, I think it will be best if I complete it," he 
remarked. 


"Can a slave differentiate between its owners?" the 
disappointed lady asked. “As long as it's fed, 
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screwed and thrashed, what's the difference?" 


"Don't worry, Vivien, I'll let you test this one," Dr 
Logan promised. “However, it is a fact that, when a 
slave has been initiated by one Master or Mistress, 
it remains devoted to that one owner for a very long 
time. Although a slave's feelings are irrelevant, 
that loyalty can be valuable, particularly in our 
present circumstances, and I shall make use of it. 
Tom, put up the next item." 


"Yes, Master. Lot Number Two, partly-trained, but, as 
it's male, it would benefit from being under the lash 
of a Mistress," 


Roland trembled in delight. He felt his penis throb 
again as he gazed at the beautiful lady who would 
soon own him, 


The auction was eventually completed and the slaves 
were sold. Each Master and Mistress selected two or 
three personal servants and despatched the rest to 
report to the cook, housekeeper or gardener, three 
more overseers who were responsible for the smooth 
running of the household. Then the owners adjourned 
to their suites and their chosen slaves attended 
them, 
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A routine was established remarkably quickly and the 
slaves seemed to be supporting Mistress Vivien's 
assertion concerning their minimal needs. Dr Logan 
kept his promise to allow that lady to test the slave 
Natalie and it was on the morning after that incident 
that Natalie, returning from an errand to the house- 
keeper, was summoned by Tom into his office. 


"Get over the whipping-stool," he ordered roughly. 
"Tom!" 
"Shut up and do as you're told." 


She obeyed, raising the skirt of the housemaid's 
dress that she wore. Tom had seized a heavy leather 
tawse and brought it crashing down across Natalie's 
well-marked buttocks. She cried out in astonishment 
and pain. 


"Be quiet!" Another heavy blow. 


"Yes, Master." 


“Don't call me Master. I'm not your Master. Your 
Master gave you to Mistress Vivien last night, didn't 
hee" He brought the tawse down again on her 
reddened and bruised bottom. 

"Yes 7 sir.” Natalie was puzzled and a bit 
frightened. 


"And did you enjoy it?" 
“Yes, (sir 


He administered the fourth stroke. "What did she do 


to your" 

"She whipped me, sir." 

"As hard as this?" The fifth stroke fell. 
“Nearly, sir." 


"And then what did she do?" He followed his words 
by the sixth stroke. 


Natalie replied: "She made me suck her cunt and 
clitoris." 

"Did you make her come?" The seventh stroke. 

"Yes, sir.” 

"Did you enjoy it?" The eighth stroke. 

"Yes, Sir," 


"So you like being a lesbian whore?" The ninth 
stroke. “Well, I'm going to show you how much better 
it is with a man." The tenth stroke, "Get on the 
couch, legs wide apart." 


He fucked her roughly, urgently, a violent usage to 
which she responded in genuine delight. 


Afterwards he said: "I'm sorry." 
She stared at him in amazement. 


"T want you, Natalie. I want to own you, but I'm a 
slave too." 


"We both belong to the Master." 


"And he gives you to anyone else he chooses. 1 can't 
stand it, Natalie. We've got to get away from here." 
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"The Project will be over - " 


"He'll never let you go, Natalie, never! You're 
special - and you deserve better than this. Come 
with me - we'll be together, and free." 


"I can't. Tom, do you realise what you're saying?" 


"Yes, I know. I can't bear to think of you being used 
by anyone else." 


Natalie turned her head away. "I love you, Tom. But 
it's completely different to the way I feel about the 
Master." 


"I'm offering you freedom, the world - " 


"My whole world is in his service." She stood up. 
"May I go, sir?" She left without waiting for his 
permission, 
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TEN 


Logan smiled in satisfaction. The slave was kneeling 
at his feet, sobbing. 


"He didn't mean to be disloyal, Master, he would never 
willingly betray you." 


"But he has betrayed me." 


"He's in love with me, Master! Love makes men do 
mad, stupid things. He couldn't help it - " 


"You tell me he is plotting treachery, then you ask 
me to be merciful?" 


"IT had to tell you, Master, I was so afraid he'd do 
something to harm you." 


"The Project ends in a few weeks' time. Why not wait 
and go with Tom then?" 


Natalie looked up at him, “Our Project doesn't end. 
You can't set me free, Master, I exist only as your 
slave." 


"I know," he said quietly. "But I had to be com- 
pletely sure.” 


She stared at him uncomprehendingly. 


“Friendships between slaves - especially sexual rela- 
tionships - can be dangerous to their owners," 


“I don't understand," 
"Tom was acting under my orders." 
"So he hasn't betrayed you, Master?" 


"No. And neither have you." 


40 


He continued: "I had to test your loyalty, Natalie, 
the extent of your commitment. And you have proved 
yourself my worthy slave." 


She sighed in relief. “Has Berenice been tested too?" 


“Yes. I think my household would be incomplete 
without either of you," 


Logan pressed the bell and, so swiftly that Natalie 
realised they had been waiting outside the door, Tom 
and Berenice entered. 


“A reward for my faithful slaves," Logan said. "Tom 
will tattoo my initials on your breasts. In future, 
you will wear low-necked dresses at all times, to 
reveal your status." 


The slavegirls swiftly stripped and presented them- 
selves for marking, thrusting their breasts forward 
as Tom carefully prepared his needles and other 
equipment. So anxious to achieve the ultimate dis- 
tinction of slavery, to be permanently marked as the 
property of their Master, and so proud to carry that 
mark and show it to the world. 


“How strange it is," Berenice sighed. “We were taught 
that slavery was evil. Now our Master has shown us 
the truth." 


END 
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